Who is this superhero?
Sarge?
No.
Rosemary, the telephone operator?
No.
Henry, the mild-mannered janitor?
Could be.
Hong Kong Pooey
Number one super guy.
Hong Kong Pooey
Crickled under human eyes.
Crickled under human eyes.
He's got style, a groovy smile,
and a mouth that just won't stop.
When the going gets rough, he's super tough
with a Hong Kong Pooey chop.
Hong Kong Pooey
Number one super guy.
Hong Kong Pooey
Crickled under human eyes.
Ticky chong, ticky chong, ticky chocky,
toopy chong, toopy bop, bop, chobby,
nub-a-wah-wah.
Hong Kong Pooey
Terrific!
The caboose!
Somebody swiped our caboose!
The locomotive!
Somebody swiped our locomotive!
Engineer to conductor, all clear for miles ahead.
Nothing suspicious looking behind us either.
This is one train that's going to get through intact.
We're right over the train now, Mr. Shady.
Good, Rails, good.
It's time to go fishing, Mr. Switch.
Drop your hook.
Very good, sir.
That's the 15th boxcar since breakfast.
A good day's work if I may say so, sir.
You certainly may say so.
And we're just getting started.
Since the owners won't sell me every railroad in the country,
I am going to collect them piece by piece.
Howdy, Rosemary.
Have you seen my lunch bucket anywhere?
No, and I don't think you've seen it anywhere.
No, and I don't think Sergeant Flint has either.
What makes you so sure?
Because I just stubbed my toe on it, you nympho.
Hold it!
You're not supposed to have lunch for an hour yet.
Oh, this ain't my lunch, Sergeant.
This lunch is for the vegetables I'm growing for next week's lunch.
Fresh water from a watercress
and quick-brewing food from a tomato vine.
What tomatoes?
I don't see any tomatoes.
Oh, oh, Penry!
Hello, hello, police headquarters.
This is Rosemary, the cop with pizzazz and all that jazz.
Somebody took your train?
But, sir, people are always taking trains.
Well, at least that's a switch.
We'll get right on it, 10-4.
That was the president of the railroad.
Somebody stole another one of his trains.
He thinks it was the infamous rhinestone Jim Shady.
What makes him so sure?
Did he leave any tracks?
No, he took those, too.
Fortunately, I know someone who's trained to tangle with train thieves
all aboard the Hong Kong Fooey Express.
Wake up, Spot. We got some railroad robbers to round up.
Yah!
Say, I must have took a rinky-dink detour somewhere.
Now, first I better see what my Hong Kong Book of Kung Fu
has to say about train robbers.
Here it is.
Trapped train robbers,
station yourself by a train near the railroad station.
Now, if I was a crook, which I ain't,
and I wanted to swipe a train, which I don't,
I'd figure someone like me'd be watching the coast to coast limited,
which means I got time to dig up some of these wild onions
from my vegetable garden till another train comes along.
I ain't got time to risk-wrestle now, Spot.
It wouldn't be far to the onions.
All right, the train can depart now, Mr. Switch.
Oh!
Oh, you quit worrying, Spot.
I told you them crooks wouldn't steal this here train.
But I never said anything about them stealing just part of it.
A most brilliant plan, Spot.
Only if I may say so, there's trouble ahead.
Shall I apply the brakes, sir?
No, just sound the whistle.
Ha-ha-ha-ha!
One more hijacking like this, and I, Rhinestone Jim Shady,
will be the number one railroad crook in the world.
Not to mention the only person in history
to stop the great Hong Kong Fooey in his tracks.
Hmm, we must have been going so fast,
we passed them crooks on the way.
But don't worry, faithful friend, we'll catch them
if we have to backtrack all the way back to headquarters.
Gee, Panry, don't you ever get tired
of taking care of your vegetables?
Nope, I got a system. Bought them for breakfast,
feed them for lunch, and weed them for supper.
Help!
You nitwit!
Why don't you watch where you're weeding?
Sorry, Sergeant, I forgot you were wearing your toupee.
Hello, hello, police headquarters.
This is Rosemary, the cutie beauty who's always on duty.
Why, I'll ask.
Sergeant Flint, it's the railroad.
Their new Fast Mail Limited is making its first run today.
They want us to furnish a guard.
We can't.
All my men are still looking for the last lost train.
I'm afraid the Fast Mail Limited is doomed
to fall into the clutches of Rhinestone Jim Shady.
Unless a certain super-duper superhero
undooms it on the double.
All aboard the Fast Mail Limited.
That's it, Spot. The Fast Mail Limited.
Right on schedule.
I better go aboard and warn the engineer
to look out for train robbers.
Hang on, Spot.
This is gonna be a very uplifting experience.
I'd recognize that anywhere.
It's the great Hong Kong Food Network.
Look!
Better let me go first, Spot.
You ain't as smart and sure-footed as I am.
Well, looky here.
Somebody forgot to close this trap door.
I better jump down and take a look-see inside the car.
Thank you kindly, Red Road fellas.
Now, you better let me out.
This sack is strictly for U.S. mail.
Well, you're a U.S. mail, ain't you?
So, we're going to drop you off at the next station.
Kinda tough to reach my Hong Kong hookah kung fu.
I'll have to concentrate myself out of this mess,
tweak my toe, and smash them back.
It's the Fast Mail Limited.
Get me outta this here sack.
How about that, Spot?
My concentrating powers were evenly letting me down.
We're getting on, Spot.
Nothing can stop us now.
Except the empty gas tank,
which I forgot to fill before we started.
There's gotta be a pump around here somewhere.
I was thinking of a gas pump,
but I reckon this will have to do.
It's a dead end.
And there aren't any brakes on this car.
Engine and first car to track seven.
Other cars to track three.
All finished, boss.
Good, good.
Now I, Rhinestone Jim Shady,
own every railroad car in the country.
Except for this here one.
I'm putting the kibosh on you boxcar banners right here now.
Don't count on that, Hong Kong fooey.
Don't we have you somewhat outnumbered?
Only till I see how to handle a three against one situation.
Ah, here it is.
The triple tail dive with the turntable twist.
With the ha-ha! Ha! I'm a rinky-dinky-doo to you!
You fellas had enough?
Have we had enough?
No, but you have.
Get him, gentlemen.
Our pleasure, sir.
Huh?
Why'd I come and you never show up
till after I've captured the crook single-handed?
Henry! What do you think you're doing out there?
What? What?
Just planting a couple of fruit trees
to go with my best regardin', Sergeant.
Our own orchard, huh?
Well, okay, provided I get the first thing that comes out of it.
Could be sooner than you expect, Sergeant.
I'm gonna shove a foo and this hole be deep enough to plant.
You hit the water main.
Sergeant, after all, you did ask for the first thing
to come out of my orchard, and this is it?
All right, everybody.
I'm going to cut the wedding cake.
My rings!
Somebody stole my rings!
This restaurant is so expensive,
but it's worth it just for the sourdough rolls.
My watch! My diamond watch!
It's gone!
Uh, I got the watch, boss. Let's go rollin'.
Now you'll see why they call me the world's fastest baker.
And why they call this the world's fastest bakery.
You're a genius, Mr. Pattycake.
Imagine using all your delicious bakery goods to steal things.
Yes, but we won't be rolling in big dough
till we smuggle them to our foreign buyers, like this.
Ah, boss, you dropped the watch into the cake pan.
Now to add some shortening...
and a pinch of salt...
and viola into the mixing bowl.
Now watch closely.
You are about to see the first of our new army of jewel smugglers.
Yet a load of that.
A gingerbread man with a solid gold watch.
Not to mention a gingerbread lady appropriately bejeweled for the occasion.
Then instantly baked in my instant oven...
instantly wrapped by my instant wrapper...
and instantly set on my instant escalator...
to my private helicopter to be instantly whisked out of the country.
Which makes us instant millionaires.
Henry, now what do you think you're doing? What? What?
Just making a scarecrow statue, sir.
I need something to protect my roof guard from the birds.
And we need something to protect this office from cuckoos, like you.
Hello, hello. Police headquarters.
This is Rosemary, the cop so fair with the golden hair.
It's the mayor.
His wife's wearing a ruby necklace to a party tonight...
and he needs someone to protect it from the jewel thieves.
Say, I'll do it.
It'll be my chance to swap these gold stripes for captain's bars.
Don't look now, Sergeant...
but I think somebody swiped them before you could swap them.
Huh? While the sergeant's figuring out...
how to put whoever swiped the stripes behind bars...
it's up to you-know-who to do you-know-what, you-know-when, and you-know-how.
Oh, my God!
Ah, ice cream cake, Mrs. Mayor.
Oh, I'm much too nervous to eat a thing.
Why, those jewel thieves could strike any second.
Ah! The lights! What happened to the lights?
Ah, don't worry, madame.
I think the lights are ready to go back on any second.
Oh, thank heavens.
For a moment I thought my ruby necklace...
Ah! It's gone!
Somebody call the police!
That won't be necessary, Mrs. Mayor.
I'm already here. Okay.
Now, nobody leaves the room until I search them for the jewels.
Ah, what about me?
If I wait here any longer, this ice cream cake will melt.
Okay, you waiters could take it to the freezer.
But I want to search it the minute you get back.
So, for quiet, Spot, I guess the cook just ain't got here yet.
And from the looks of that, the party's over.
Spot, now that ain't no way for an honest kitty cat to act.
You give them sparkling cherries back to...
Hey! They ain't sparkling cherries.
They're sparkling rubies.
And these fellows must have stole them.
Ah, they're wise to us. Quick, to the truck!
Hong Kong Fooey's on our trail.
Ah, get the truck rolling, will ya?
Yah! Yah!
Ah!
And a ringy dingy doo!
Ah, come on, Hong Kong Fooey.
You're no match for three smart cookies like us.
Well, I will be.
Soon as I see what my book says about bagging bandits posing as bakers.
Hmm, that ain't the kind of flour bakers use.
And that's not your Hong Kong Book of Kung Fu.
It's a book on instant gardening.
And while you're reading it, have a couple of pretzels.
A couple of pretzels.
So long, Hong Kong Fooey.
This is one jam you'll have to eat your way out of.
What we gotta do now is figure out a disguise
to get us into the world's fastest bakery.
Huh?
Trying world's fastest bakery's animal crackers.
It never works, Spot.
I just wouldn't look natural disguised as an animal, you.
You must be one of the new delivery men.
Hey, what you got in the truck?
Just a stale animal cracker that I didn't sell.
Well, I can see why.
He sure an ugly quitter.
Okay, Spot, you can relax now.
I told you, you don't have to act like an animal cracker no more.
We're inside the bakery yard.
See, here comes one of the bakers now.
Hmm, my super duper, super keen, superhero instinct.
Tell me I've seen that fellow before.
Yah!
Okay, now, don't move till I check you out in my book.
Uh-oh, this here's the old farmer's armament.
But I am not an old farmer.
That's true.
Well, in that case, I'll have to let you go.
Spot is getting so I've got more books than the public library.
Hold it, Spot.
This is no time for a tour of the bakery.
I've got crooks to catch.
Starting right now.
Watch this.
Yahoo, yahoo, and a rinky-dinky-doo.
It's Hong Kong fooey. We're trapped.
Nope, but you will be.
Soon as I look up how to handle crooks loafing around in the bakery.
This ain't my Hong Kong book of kung-fu, neither.
It's called How to Water Your Garden.
Hey!
Blah-blah-blah-blah!
Now's our chance to escape.
Quick, to the helicopter.
No use chasing, Spot.
I'm just an ordinary janitor without my Hong Kong book of kung-fu.
I just can't remember where I put it.
That's it. You found it.
And I just lost it again.
But not for long.
Geronimo!
Nothing can stop me now.
Fine time for a plow, Stone.
Look, I brought my fooey skis.
Not to mention my fooey umbrella.
Reckon I'll have to take a sharp cut due to shortening.
Thanks, people, Spot.
Now that I got the book, where's the head crook?
Hand back, Spot.
I'll follow them jewel-filled crackers right up to the jewel thieves in that there helicopter.
Yah!
As soon as we have all the cookies with the stolen jewels, we'll take off.
Oh, my. Something's gone wrong.
I can't move.
Instead of being in the big doe, we're stuck in the big doe.
I hate the powers of kung-fu amazing.
Imagine me catching you three crooks single-handed.
Without even using my hands.
Yep. Truly amazing.
Now that Sgt. Flint's got them bakery banners behind bars,
it's sure nice to get back to my vegetable garden.
Hmm. Something's wrong.
Scatabaloo, little birdie. Well, I found him in deeper.
Yah! Hey!
Ooh, ooh. Now what?
Well, don't just sit there, Pan-Ree. Tell us what happened.
Beats me. All I did was give him a little tap like this.
Pan-Ree!
Now, don't you fret, Sergeant, sir.
We need a scarecrow in the basement anyways.
I'm growing me a crop of mushrooms down there.
Ah.
